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the order of the day, and had I not shot the
pheasant, which they put up between themy
Boh was so angry, that he would have wrung
the very soul out of little Whisky.
After the fatigue^ of a long day, Bob was
dozing in the farm-yard, when the team arrived
in the evening from market. Xobody saw Bob,
and Bob couldn't hear the wagon, which the
next moment passed over his neck, and broke
it.